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me sufferings—me days and nights av
dreadtul, dreadiul pain—was going to last
Jonger ['d be in despuir. But the doetor is
certain sure sbout it. He says I'll die
‘within mx months,*

“And there’s po possibility of your re-
covery?” Phelim O'Rourke inguired, with
& singular manifestation of interest.
“Yon've to lie here, snd do nothing but
suffer, and wait for death?”’

“Hush, man,” the priest whispered. “It’s
the truth, but don’t speak it to her.”

The priest and the neighbor bade the

Beggs good night and departed.
CHAPTER I1.
MICKEY AXD THE WITCH.
At daylight next morpine, Micky

started for the stockyard at the river's side
underneath Washinzton Heights, driving
the pig before him. He felt full of Irish
patriotism, for was he not almost taking a
Ppig to the fair? And wasn’t the proceeds
to go to pay the ground rent of his doomed
eabin, before the eviction of his family, and
the demolition of the siroeciure? Micky
Tighted his pipe, and a= he trudged slong
the road would whistle a bar or two of some
reel or jig between the whiffs of his *‘do-
dheen,” while his mind was filled with
Lady Maud’s request 1o bring up Nora as
ber own., ““Why not?™ thought Micky.
“Heaven knows we have 58 much as we
ean do to bring up the little wans, and if
one was gone there'd be more for the rest;”
and then, as if ashamed of this selfish view
of the matter, he muttered: “No! give away
me own flesh and blood? XNo: better starve
foorst.” And then the idea of Nora be-
coming a fine Jady and riding in her car-
risge, while people would take off their
buts to her, ook possession of Micky's
brain. “Why not,; indeed? Sure, she'sss
pretty as Lord Lorton’s daughter, and
mavbe I'd get a chance to be & gatekeeper
or & roadmaster on the estate. Begorra,

Noracan go! We'll all be rich wan o'
these davs."” )
“G'long there, yedivil,” said Micky, as

hissed through her blackened teeth. ‘Do

you know me, I say?”
“Indeed I do. ’1'1‘! often heard of you.

Yon are the —"

“The witch they call me.” she shricked,
“but I'm the Mother of v Rocks,
and friend of all who seek my aid.”

“Ho, ho! hs, ha!" and the little
shook with Isughter, *‘Let's take &
Micky."”

XNow, Micky was never known to refuse a
drink, so he pulled his “‘caubeen” off his
puzzied bhead and replied: "priak §a qt?
Indade I will. Here's long life to you,”
and he tock & long pull from a cup tendered
him by the old woman. Hiscompanion, the
fairy man, took a drink with him, and
danced a jig around the glasses on the table.

I never remember seeing this shebeen be-
fore," said Micky, “and I have traveled this
road before.”

*“You never traveled itat nif‘ht before did
you, my lad?" inquired the old woman, as
she put on a little pointed hat, and, taking
& broomstick from s corner, came over to the
astounded Micky. X

“Don’t you want a ride, my man?" said
Ene.

“You'resa quare lot,* said Micky; “ecan
I light my pipe?”

“*Of course you can. Let me help you,"”
said the fairy man, as ne filled the pipe,
jumping in sod out of Micky's pocket, each
time bringing & handful of loose tobacco
dust that had collected in Micky's coat.
The pipe being filled the old lady plucked
out one of her gray hairs, and, striking it
against the handle of the broom, it ;(Elm-
tered into & blue flame, from which Micky
lighted his pipe.

“Smoke away, my boy: we have & long
ride. I'll show you many s strange sight
this night. Now mount at once. Cowe
quick, it's just midnight,”

Micky stradaled the broomstick. A clap
like thunder succeeded this movement, the
eabin disappeared in a twinkling and
Micky found himsell ssiling through the
elouds riding on the broom with the witch
for his companion. It was a lovely moon-
light night, clear as szure, and still they
weut satling along. The moop, like a sil-
ver canoe, seemed sailing with them in the
elear sen of blue. Micky conld hardly hold

the pig togged at the rope around his neck,
and with the natnral disposition inherent in
pige to go the wrong way, be darted be-
tween Micky's legs, upsetting him. The
rope slipping from his neck, the pig started
back the road he bad come, Micky picked
himsell up and rau in pursuit with manya
wild apd wicked oath. ““Bad luck to ye for
& racer; but I'll pay ye off for this when I
eateh ye,” said Micky, as be ranp for dear
life aiter the porker. When he eaptured
the pig, which he did after a long chase, he
siruck upon = new idea. “I'll put the rope
around bis waist,” said he, “and then, be-
gorra, I can drive him either way."

+ The stoekyard was reached in an hour,
snd Micky sought a purchaser, but no one
scemed inclined to buy & singie pig. He
gaw them ip the pens by the thousand, but
they had come by carlonds from the West,
and there was nobody to buy one lone pig.
Noun paseed without giving poor Micky an
opportunity to dispose of his charge.

“Come here, quick,” said he, addressing
s little ragged boy. ‘‘Hould this darlin’
while I go to take a bite. I'm hungry, and
must estor I'lldrop with the waitin’.”
And giving the pigin charge of the boy,
Micky skippedoff to u shebeen, where he
disposed of two great piecesof bread and
took three noggius of whisky in the space of
ba:f an hour.

Just then an old friend of his, one Tommy
EKare. came in,

“AbL, ba, Tommy! how are ¥e, me bould
bucke? Come haves noggin wid me," said
Micky. And another drink was the result.
Now Tommy took & turn at treating, and
down went iwo more plusses. By this time
Micky was balf drunk, and the toought of
the pig took possession of him.

“}1>uld hard, Tommy," said be, refusing
snother glass: “I'll drink no more till I sell
the dp:s," And be zig-zagged back to the

ard.

4 ““Here is the owner,”" said the boy, who
by this time had got tired of his charge, and
was talking to & well-to-do looking man;
“bere’s the man that owns the pig.”

“Do you want to buy him?" asked
Micky, addressing the man, who wasan
OVersetr.

He laughed at the proposal first, but see-
fng that Micky was in earnest, he listeped
to it. A bargain was struck and the pig
traasierred to the custody of the new pro-
prietsr, woile Micky retmined to the she-
beew to epend the “lock penvy” with his
old friend Tommy Kane. Drink atter drink
was now the order ol the day, until Micky
bad spent & doliar of the money he had re-
ceived for the pig, and was so drunk be
conid hardly stand. Tommy had dropped
in & durk corner of the shebeen snd gone
fest asieep,

It was «uite dark when Micky started
bomeward, and with mueh difficulty he
picked his way through the park skirting
the Hudson and toward his eabin, two miles
awsy. Micky was not so drunk as to forzet
the letter from Lady Maud and ber desire
to adopt little Nors, and as he staggered
from ope side to the other he would hie-
cougrh out: *““Me Iittle Nors will be a foine
Jeddy, and me, ber fayther, will be s gentle-
min, begorra.”’

He was now approaching a deep cut at
the foot of One Hundred and Fourth street, '
This was & place where Elmwood tradition
suid was peopled with fairies. Bat Micky
was filled with courage, lor the whisky had
fired his blood and he did not care a straw
tor man or devii. So, with an effort to
steady his pace, and wrapping his long cont
sround his legs, he boldly plodded on. He
had not proceeded more than & quarterof a
mile before the whisky began to die within
bim snd he felt impeiled to sit down oz a
rock by the wayside. )

Strange music was heard, as if from afar;
a0 soft and distant that the iaintest sound
came to Micky's bewildered ears. Nearer
and nearer it came; now a trifie louder, now
dying away in the distance. Suddealy the
grass at Micky's teet became strangely
illuminated with tiny glass lamps, which
hung like lighted dewdrops from each blade
of graes, while hundreds of little fign
little wen and women dressed in ogi
green, danced and leaped sbout, keeping
time to the fairy music. These tioy cres-
tures were not larger than pins, yet were
perfect in form and features. They were a
merry set, and clapped their hands with
glee, and they lsughed and shouted in the
moonlight. Presently from their midst
ecame oue, 8 queer looking old fellow, with
e large red nose and the most comiesl of
faces. His litile eves had a merry twinkle,
and though he was po bigger than Micky's
Jittle finger, he pushed amde his com-
panions, who seemed to hold him in great
eslesm, for they ceased their danecing tind
shonting st his approach, and bowed most
sespectinlly to him as bhe climbed up
Micky's leg and took a seat on his sbouloer.

“Oh, bedad, but this is & quare party I've

ot into,” said Micky, as he glanced at the

ittle old man on his shoulder.

“‘How are you, me darlin’,”’ chattered the
old man while the myrinds of tiny creatures
st his feet peeped from their shelter behind
stalks, blades of grass and grains of sand, as
if intent on Micky's reply.

“Would you like sdrink of whisky, me
dsrlin’,”” sgain qoeried the Leprachsin, for
the old fellow was none other.

“Y wounld, indeed,” said Micky. “My
mouth iz as dry as a limeburner’s heel.”

“Come nloog, then,” eaid the old man
jumping from Mick's shoulder to his knee,
and with another jump to the gronnd. He
led the bewildered Irishman across the road
te & cabin, well lighted and warm, in
sirong contrast to thedark pathway. Thou-
sands of little fairies, each with his little
lamp lighted up, were in front of him.

“Across the road! By the powers, I'm
afraid ["ll step on some of yer friends here
and erush & thoussnd of them wid me feet."”

“Never mind them,” ssid the old .".111
“they cun take eare of themselves; they wi
Jesve us st the door.”

And sure enough, the moment Micky and
bis compsnion reached the door of the
cabin the tiny guardians flew sway, their
lumps shiving like wyriads of fireflies in
the darkness. Micky sod bis conductor en-
tered the cabin. Across st the back stood
a little bar or drinking stand, on which
were arraoged bottles of varions colors
With & bound the old fairy jumped on the
counter, and, dancing s tattoo with his
beels, summoned s fearfully wrinkled old
lady with pointed chin and weasened face.

“Do you kaow me, Micky Bege?" she |

onto hie frail carrisge and commenced to
tremble. i .

“Never fear, my boy,” said the witch,
“vou’ll never fall unless you mention the
name of one of your so-called Blessed Trin-
jtv that the priest tesches you to believe in.
Remember., thatif vou by sny chance should
so far forget yourself or me, your guide, as
to speak the name of either of your “‘Three
in One,” that moment you'll fall to the
ground.”

“Xo fear, ould lady, I'll hould on t1ll my
fingers erack.” 1

They were now fast approaching s large
park or woodland, and Micky looked down
on the distance below him, while his hair
streamed out in the night air, for they were
traveling like lightning.

“Do vou see that park below there in the
distance?” said the old erone.

] do, ma'am,” said Micky, in his polit-
est tones.

*“Well, I'll show you a sight that wall in-
terest you.”

They were now over Ireland and pear &
very large castle-fashioned building.
Lights streamed from its main windows;
long rows of carriages, with liveried serv-
ants, stood at the great hall entrance await-
ing the breaking up of the ball; the porch
was erowded with fair ladies and fine gentle-
men, the latter assisting former to put
on their wraps and shawls

“Look down,"” said the witch to Micky.
“They are going home nbéw; the revelry is
over; ihey are laughing and chattering over
the grand success of the sffair. The hand-
some young fellow in the Hussar uniform
is the lord of the manor; butsee, his eyes
are red with drinking, and as he bids his
guests good night can hardly stand straight
on his legs. He isa wild spendthrift, cruel
and heartless. You see the lady with the
pretty pale face at hisside. Her sad and
careworn features tell the storyr—she is his
wife. See, they are put&ig out the lights;
the puests have all departed.

Hovering over the castle Micky and the
witch sailed again downward.

“1'll show wou the inside of the castle
now.”

The roof rose from the building, revealing
a superbly furnished euite of apartments.
The pretty pale hostess was seated in s large
chair, her fuce buried in her hands. She
wss weeping. The voung lord, with hawr
disheveled and eyes aflame with anger, was
standing near.

“I'm tired of your whining,” said he.
“Your condact to-night gave evideoce of
your low origin. You disgrace me, you
pauper.”’

“*Oh, spare me, Algeron,” cried the poor
Indy. I've always done my besi to please
vou, but you are so eruel when you drink.”

“Drink,"” cried he in a rage; “drinkl
*Tis my only refuge from the remembrance
of my allirnee with you—a frand, a cheat, a
nobody. Why don’t you die?"”

“Micky," said the witch, *‘keep guiet,”
for Micky's anger was getting the best of
him, and he wanted to get down and kick
his lordship for his cruelty to the pretiy
ladv.

“Do you see her face, Micky,” said the
crone. “Did you ever see it belore?"

“Oh, murder!” oried Micky, as he gota
good view of the lady's sweet iace, “it's our
Noral"

“Yes, your child Nora. That will be her
fate if she marries above ber station. Come
away.”

Whis! Whis! Awav they flew, now
over s great expanse of water, dotted here
and there with vessels of all shapes and
sizes, steamers crossing east and west, while
loug black threads ap here and there
at the lowest depths ot the great body of
water. N

““We are over the Atlantic ocsan, Micky.
Those black strings yon see are the cables
that esrry thoughts between the continents.
Do you see that land beyond? That is
America. A great country, my boy.”

“Yee' smid Micky; “and wid —' He
was going to say God’s blessing, but remem-
bering the admonition given_him by the
witch not to mention the Deity, he added:
“With good luck 1’11 never lave it, nor let
Nora.™

They bad now reached the coast, fringed
with grest cities. The electric lifhu. steam-
ing lines of railroad ears, sereeching of loco-
motives, running from point to point, and
the crowded thoroughfares of many towns,
filled poor Micky with wonder.

*“Whew! but we arespeeding along,” said
Micky.

“Yes, darlin’,” said the wilch. “"We're
going to the West, the farm lands and the
prairies. See that preity white house below,
eet in the midst of & gurden of flowers? I'll
1ift the roof for ye, that you may see the in-
gide or it.”

Oun ther swept, till they hovered over the
laudmze in the moonlight.

“Look, Micky. Tell me what yon see?”
and the roof was suddenly litted.

A pretty little housewile sat by the dire-
side with a eurly headed boy on her knes,
The surroundings of the home gave token of
peace and plenty.

“‘Listen, Micky,” said the witch.

“Do you know what day this is?" in-
quired the wife, as her p face shone
with the joy that filled her soul, as bher
husband entered.

That husband was Donnell O’ Rourke.

“Yes, my darling,” replied the man.
“To-night is the third aoniversary of our
marriage. To-night, three &r0, you
gave me vour heart and hulg: dear Nora.”
i “Yes, it is my

grown; and so
pretty, too. I'd like & kiss the baby.”

“H be, he!” piped the witch. “Ye
like l;;h;emre do you? She's happy in
this condition, isn’t she? Here's where the

true bappiness awaits her. Keep her,
Micky. Don't let the drunken lordling

were sleeping the sleep of innocence wnd
peace. Nora stirred for s moment, and
sneezed as if the roofless eabin chilled her,

“God bless us,” said Micky as was his
habit, when be heard anyone sneeze,

Bang! whirl whiz! the rool went down
and Micky feli himself whirling in space.
With a thump he fell to the ground. He
had dreamed as he lay asleep on a rock,
and at the climax of his vision had rolled
off. The stars were out, and he was sobered
enough to see, by the ition of the moon
that it was sbout mianight.

CHAPTER IIL
THE TRAGEDY ON THE ROCEK.

Twelve strokes on the bell in Mrs. Skel-
Iy's clock announced that the minute hand
had again overtaken the hour hand. The
Skellys lived in a hut st the base of the
rock on Elmwood Hill; and in their eves
the Beggs and the O’Rourkes, on their so-
cial and their physical sltitunde, were al-
way objects of prying interest. .

“Midnight, an” Lord rest me tired eyes,”
said Mrs. Skelly, as she stopped peeping
out through her keyhole with her right eye
and began with her lefi; *"it's me belafe
that 0i'll be & squinter the rest av me loite,
afther this night’s watchin®."

“Then come to bed, ye ould boshuk,”
cried Mr, Skelly, “an’ rest both yer eyes
an’ tongue.”

““Whist, now, ye buckaom,” she said in
s whisper; “Dolf Begg.is goin’ up the
stairs, an’ that's what oi’ve been waitin’
for."

He opened the door of the Begg residence
with & definnt wrench at the knob, and en-
tered. Mrs, Skelly’s door came simultan-
enusly ajar, and her head was thrust out.
Her eyes were both wide open, and her ears
would have been dilated, too, if she conid
have had her way. By going up to the top
of the stairway and listening cantiously she
could hear the mingled voices of Dolf and
Mrs. Begg, but could not understand their
words, except when Dolf said: “I'll have
have it now, or I'll have your life.” This
was followed by gasns and moans from Mrs,
Begg, and those by a minnte or two of
silence. Then Mrs, Skelly heard Dolf's
hand on the knob; but he did not tura it
quickly, as on entering, and shie had time fo
retreat down the stairs, to retire to her hut,
to reduce the opening of her own door t» a
mere crack, through which she saw him
ecome down. The color of his face had

change from red to white, bravado
had given oplace to terror, and
the Theavy soles of his boots had

become velvet. He thrust a bunch of bank
notes into his breast pocket and glanced thiy
way and that in l.reEida ion. He instine-
tively turned from the light of & street
lamp, 8s he passed close by Mrs. Skelly's
door, and in doing so looked iuto a window
pane, which, having darkness on the other
side, refleoted him like a mirror. Perhaps
the uneven glass distorted his features; per-
haps a true image was so different from his
ususl self that in his dismay he did not
recognize it; certainly he recoiled from it
and glided out of Mrs. 8kelly’s sight like a
frightful apparition, properly disappearing
downward.

Mrs. Skelly did not stiruntil her husband
called to her again to come to bed. Then
she tremblingly shut the door and sat down
speechless in a chair. It wssa full minuts
before she found voice % say:

“I do believe there's bloody murther in
Begg's. Lastewise, Dolt’s gone wid the
money. Get up and go for the police.”

Skelly would not move. He commsnded
her with much distinctoness and repetition
to lock the door and mind her own business
of going to sleep.- She resolutely put on
her bonnet and shawl and started for the
nearest police station, where she did her
errand so wildly that five minutes of gues-
tioning was done before any sort of under-
standing could be obtzined of what she had
seen and heard.

Having at length ascertained that a rob-
bery had pmb.::l.& been commitiad, the
police captain obtained from Mrs. Skelly
the nume of Dolf Begg. No description of
him was necessary, lor several of the officers
in reserve knew him ss one of the precioet’s
joremost rowdies, and they were sent out to
catch him. The Captain and a detective
went to the house with Mrs. Skelly and
rapped at the Beggs' door. There was no
response, and the officials opened it. Mrs,
Begg was dead. Her body layom the bed,
contoried as by &8 dying struggle, and on
her neck were the marks that Doll's hand
had made in choking her.

“It's a murder,”” said the Cap*ain to the
detective. “Hurry to the station and send
out an alarm. Be qmiek!™

News of the murder spread through the
neighborhood like a ory of fire, and the half
dressed occupants erowded to the room; but
the Captain would not let them in for fear
that evidences of the ecrime might be oblit-
erated in the coufusion. He carefully ex-
amined every part of the spartment, founa
nothing in disorder save the bed, and had
satisfied himself that the woman had been
strangled.

Micky Begg returned at this juncture.
He encountered the announcement of his
wife's death before he reached the rock. He
was dumbionunded when they said that she
had been murdered, and when they added
that Dolph was the murderer, he eried:

“No, no; Dolf couldn’t have done itl"

But a moment later, while he was kissin
her lifeless face, two officers led Dolf in.
Ee had been esnght within ten blocks. A
more abject wretch never heard himself ac-
cused of & crime.

“Did you find the money?”’ the Captain
asked of the officers.

““He bad it in his pocket,” was the reply.

The prisoner was taken sway, and the
police remsined in possession of the prem-
ises.

It was not until morning that Nora, re-
turning home from an overnight visit tos
girl friend, knew what had happenad in the
humble household. Donnell had ao suecess
in his efforts to comfort her, but she clung
to him in her grief, and their deelaration of
mutual love were quite naturally a8 purt of
bis tenders of sympatby and of her out-
breaks of emotion.

CHAPTER IV,
THE DECEFPTION OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL
EVIDENCE.

The prosecution ot Dolf took the regular
course nnhindered. He was committed by
s Coroner’s jury, indicted by a grand jury,
and tried by an Oyer and Terminer jury.
Not one of all the jurors had a shadow of &
doubt of the prisoner’s goilt. His first at-
tempt to steal his mother's money, his re-
turn, as witnessed by Mrs. Skelly, and the
sounds of his struggle with the helpless
womapr, flollowed by his flight with the
money; his quick arrest with the rollof
notes still in his pocket—all made the proof

sitive. The $100 and more was spent in

is defense. His father was assisted by the
O'Rourkes, father and son. The two
fnmilies now lived in adjm‘n]tsﬁ tenements,
for the rock an Elmwdod was being
blasted away.

“But "tisn’t any wuse, Wora,” the fellow
said to his sister, in one of his few soft
moments; ““I've got to swing for it, and you
might as well save the money. I killedﬁr.
though T didn't mean to take ber life—only
the cash; but the lswyers say the lack of
intention doesn’t make any difference, so
long us I was committing & robbery. Yes,
I'm sure for the gallows.”

Nora hugged him, nevertheless, and de-
clared excitedly that they shouldn’t convict

demo 2
and wholly ipeffective efforts in the young
man's behalf. Poor Nora was broken-

the aflicted . Was upable to
M“!lmn.e Baﬂmdm Iy mehh
sweetheart's faint tion that Dolfs
Jjurors would not him. But they

| my efforts to save Dolf from

acall at his office next day from Phelim
O'Rourke, man’s face had new
wrinkles, his form was bowed, his eyes were
restiess, and his language disconnected.

“8it down," said the lawyer, kindly.

O'Rourke took off his hat nnd let himeelf
drop into & chair in a way that indicated no
care for bodily ease.

o myth’::ng more be done for Doli?™
he asked.

Mr. Nannery shook his head.

“Will you read to me once more the
]ql‘ll' definition of murder in the first de-

The lawyer read the statute, which de-
clared tbe premeditated and intentional
taking of human life, exeeg:_wbn done jus-
tifinbly in self.defense, to be murder in the
first degree; also the provision which ren-
dered the intention and premeditation un.
necessary elements in cose the assailant was
at the time committing a robbery,

“Then I understand,’’ O'Rourke contin-
ned, “‘that there is no possible hope of say-
ing Doli?"

“Not the slightest. The case was uiterly
buPelm trom the first.”

‘Suppose there hiad been no robbery. Are
there no conceivable circumstances under
which the deliberate killing of Mrs. Begg,
powerless as she was, wonld have been justi-
fiable before the law?"

I.Fo.ll

“You are certain of that?”

“Certain.””

On the day befors the one set for the
hanging of Dolf Mr. Nannery entered the
Supreme Court chamber with more bustle
than was usnal with him, and el?o]wed his
way impolitely to the front row of lawyers,
all of whom were anxious to be heard first
by the Judge.

“If Your Honor pleases,” he beganm, “I
have g—"' )

“I think Mr, Fitch is before you, Mr.
Nannery," said the Judge.

*] am sure Your Honor and Brother
Fitch will excuse me,"” the perturbed Jaw-
yer rejoined, “if I am persistent. I wish
to move for a stay of proceedings in the
ease of Dolf Begg, who is under sentence to
be hanged to-morrow.”

Everybody was instantly interested and
willing to give him p ence.

*The circumstances are peculiar,” he ¢on-
tinued, with = strong effort to assume his
accustomed dignity of demeanor. “I meed
have no hesitation now in eaying that I
believed the prisoner guilty, and did mot
antiei?aw any interference with the inflie-
tion of the penalty. Hall an hour ago I re-
ceived a letter from one Phelim O'Rontke
and, with Your Honor's permission, I Prili
read it.”

Mr. Nannery had some diffienity in k
ing his hands from trembling while ha un-
fuﬁlad some sheets of paper. He 48
follows from a document on which, mpni-
festly,the learned Irishman had spent much
cars, in apite of the mental exoitement
which must have attended its composition:

Mer. NANXERY: In this letter T give
you the means of saving Dolf from the fal-
lows. In order to do so I must first jell
you that on the evening of Mra. Bege'sdath
I attended a meeting of the Kosmic Kb,
which was an association of persons forithe
discussion of social science. It was the |ast
gathering we were likelf to have, folall
except myself were to quit the city in afew
days, Some of them, however, ean| be
brought back to testify as to the
which I read on that occasion. I sen
the manuseript with this letter. Yon yill
find it embodies my belief that, in thein-
terests of hamanity, the law shonld provde
for the killing of such persons as are h
lessly ill, and for whom, by reasoj of
physieal suffering, the remainder ot |ife
would otherwise be simply a protraction of

agony. I ouothined a plan by which, on'lhe
é a

application of the invalid, an examination
should be made by three physicians wi
view to ascertain beyond a doubt wh

or not recovery was possible. If they te-
ported that the case was hopeless, a

erly constituted authority should, at d
eretion, order that death be cansed in sone
painless maoner. You will find that
arguments were very full and ecareful
considered; but the gist of them was

the enduravce of much useless sufferi
would be prevented; that a powerlul incen-
tive to suioide would be removed, and that|
it was the inaliensble right of every hope-
less invalid to die at wili. I weat further,
and held that an extreme degree of mental
distress, resuling from great sorrows that
oould never be assuaged, ought to legally
entitie & person to the relief of deuth. My
paper, as I remember, excited the ise
of my pani They thought perhaps
that it was only a vagary; but, in faet, it
was an expression of a conclusion foroed
upon mv mind by the long and awful expe-
riences of my neighbor, Mrs. Begg, and an
elsboration of an idea which I had previ-
ously broached in the club’s meetings,

On getting home I learned that Dolf
had attempted to rob his mother. The wit-
nessing of so much misery made me pity
ber keenly. Then she told me of the physi-
cion's assurance that she could not by any
possibility recover, which I had long known,
und of has opinion that she might live in
constant torture six months longer. Know-
ing how sincerely she longed for the ease of
the grave, I thought that it was cruel that
she was compelled to keep on living. I did
not believe that she would commit suicige.
Next evening, as her husband was away,
and her daughter, too, I went, at herrequest,
to get 8 medicine vial filled. On m way
through the streets I meditated on the poor
ereature’s ease in the light of my paper on
the lezal extinction of life for incarables
and could not help regarding such & meas-
ure as truly humane. But I had no thought
of & practical demonstration until I came to
the drugstore.

Alongside the building stood carbovs of
scids, as usual, for they were deemed too
inflammable for storage inside. Each was
marked in large letfers, and the words
“Hydrocyanic Acid" caught my eye, I
knew this was a poison so deadly that it
killed instantly, and left no trace behind to
reveal the cause of death. Here was born
the idea of mercifully murdering Mrs.
Begg. hastened away in downright
horror; but within a quarter of an hour I
was there again, looking wistfully at the
carboy, My repugnance was giving away
to reason. The store had been closed for
the night., Should I pull the bell and
arouse the elerk to fill my vial with medi-
cine? My hand was on the knob. Why
not obtain some of the ison instead and
use it? The project rapidly fascinated me.
I was aware that hydrocyanie acid could
not ordinanly be bought owing to its dan-
gerous qualities, and was sold only for cer-
tain purposes of manufacture. Here was the
opl'mrtuulty to obtain some, and without in-
cuipating mysell. I waited until midnight,
when the street was deserted. Then, with s
heavy stone, I broke off the protruding glass
top of the earhoy, being carciul to iup
away from the fume which srose from
the opening, Nobody heard the erash, and,
after watching awhile from a sale dis-
tance I i a siring to my vial,
cautiously lowered it into the peril
ous lignid, drew it out half full, set it on
the sidewalk, stuck in the cork, wiped the
acid from the outside with a paper, and put
it into my pocket. The druggist will, of
ceurse, recollect finding the broken carboy
in the morning. I weot home without hav-
ing fully resolved, after all, to use the
poison.

When I entered the room in which the
goor woman lay she was moaning piteously,

ut was unconscious. Doll had just fled,
after choking her and getling the money
from under the pillow, and Mrs. Skelly had
Ean:‘f‘r'm ce. 1 did not kmow tins,

oW , and supposed she was having one
of her common attacks. Her writhings de-
cided me. 1 would release her spirit from
the body which held it in such awful dur-
ance. I dropped some of the acid from the
vial into her mouth. The effect was in-
stantaneous, Bhe died with scarcely an-
other motion. Unable to endure the sight
of what I had done, I stole out of the house,
Nobody saw me enter or depart. Buatl
o0 realized that it would not do to stay
away. I compelled myself to return, Then
I learned how my deed had been donests
ﬂnwﬂlll way, to con¥ince even Dolf
himself that be was a murderer. The marks
of his brutal assault were on her throat, and
the cians fonnd other evidence of
strangulation; but the poison which killed
her leit nothing to show that it had beea

You are aware,

¥ dear Mr. Nannery, of
conviction, and

“If he is alive,” the In interposed.
But he was' dead, Bugeide had imme-

sii-uly followed the dispsteh of the confes-
0N,

.
—_—

The dream of Micky Begg was so nearly
realized, in the better times after these
tragie occurrences, that he could not quite
rid himsell of the belief thasz he had really
soared with a witch. Doll went to
Eri,wn for a term of years of

an Dounnell and his mother were not
Jess bereaved by the loas of their father and
husband than werse Nors and her father,
The shadow of erime was over them all,and,
aithough they were themselves blameless,
they wished to live eleewhere than in the
city of the dreadful scenes through which
they had passed. S0 Donnell and Nors,
rendered {onder their joint sorrows, were
soon raarried. ith their parents they re-
moved to 8 Western town, where the name
of Do_u;uell li)'Bourk-dll ‘:hudy t.hth. of &
mising lawyer, and w! m a ) 4
ome, the sight of Nora :l“. the unte:tped
wife of & good husband can be had without
any witeh's halp. 3
[*uE BND.]

" Copyright, 1880, Al rights reserved.
IF TWENTY-EIGHT BATTLES

And CUan Freely Say That He Never Got
Uned to It
§t. Louls Globe-Demoerat.l

Colonel James M. Thompson gave his
opinion as follows: ““The quality of cour-
age in battle I regard as beidg to & large ex-
tent 8 physical attribate. I have heard a
good deal of talk avont the nonchalance
of men in setion and their ease and com-
posure after the first gun was fired, but
I never took much stock im-it. I went
throngh the war in the army, and
it was my fortune to be in a por-
tion of the service in Virginia where
there was & good deal of hard fighting
to do, and there wasn't any credit-
able way to get out of it, either, I saw
service in 28 battlesand Ican freely sy
that I for one never got ‘used to it.” I never
went into & fight withont an all-prevailing
sense of danger, and was always glad when
it was over. Uf course moral eo high
patriotism and the military wi.rit!ept
great majority of men right up to the mark,
but there were notable instances of men
whose physical natures simply failed to re-
spond when ecalled on. hey could not
possibly go into a fight. A clear head and
a full conception of the enormous conse-
quencesof cowardice to themselves failed to
spur them to the staying point, and on the
first whiz of a bullet their signals of distress
were yvisible to all in sight.

“A well-known New York colonel, s per-
fect gentleman, a scholar, a patriot and a
really noble fellow, was so weak in pointof
courage and his humiliation so great at
really being afraid to face danger that he
was foreed to retire from the army, went to
‘Washington, pined away and died in a fow
weeks, I knew another prominent officer
whose friends, out ot consideration for his
well-known failing, used to manage, on one
pretext or another, to keep him out of en-
gagements and thus shield him from ex-

rz. Men like that are fo be pitied, not
lamed. They want to fight, but their
bodies sctually refuse to obey their will,”

THE GOLDEN APPLE.
A Beauotiful Fruit That Can be Put to Many
Different Uses.
Harper's Bazar,)

The quince, which is not generally re-
garded as & fruit of very preciousor elegant
character, is nevertheless one possessing
more uses than most of the fruits of its
family. In cookery it is exeeedingly
piguant when simply baked 1n an oven and
sprinkled with sugar; it makes s delicions
preserve, a fine marmalade, and s jelly of
great delicacy, highly wvalued in throat
troubles. Its cores and seeds have been
found to be agreeable eating even after long

ing, and they are {ull of & mucilaginous
substance, which, owing to iis demulecent
natyre, is valuable in bronchial troubles
and 'con Eha_.wlléeh l:lii':gl:od is u.lud in n.rin:;.t
eye washes, and w islargely compound-
ed in what is called bandoline, lll::ly as
pophlar & dressing for the hair as the per-
fumed pomades were once. Meanwhile
the' beauty afforded us h{ the
quince is eapecmllr remarkable; in
spring the bush of the fruit-producing kind
being covered with lurge-petaled blossoms of
an exquisite pale pink and a most delicate
erfume, and the bush of the ies whosa
ruit is not used bearing blossoms of &
flaming scarlet, which givu 1t great value
as an ornamental shrub; while in automn
the great spheres of downy gold seem fairly
to steam with a spicy fragrance of inde-
seribable richness.

The quince is 8 Southern growth, found
wild in Atrica and Asia, and it iscelebrated
throughout Oriental literature. No list of
delectable fruits is complete without it
there, and its aroma fills the pages of the
Arabian Nights, while in classic affairs it
has as many advocates as the orange in
claiming to be the Golden Apple of the
Hesperides,

An Appositlion of Sizes.

Stisnger—Any chance ter sell yer some
number one poetry, boss ?

_j_".“r e

: Circles of Europe.

SINGER'S BRILLIANT MARRIAGE. |*

mummun-cnmm._._ :

to & Spaniah Infanta.

ICORRESPONDENCE OF THE DISPATCH.]

PARIS, September 20.—A good deal of |

space is frequently devoted in the

sort of marriasge there exists far fewer ex-
amples than of the first npamed. The golden
dowers of the transstlantic belles, far more
than their personal charms, have won for
them spouses of high degree in Great
Britain as well as in most of the countries
of Continental Europe. But searcely any

the ocean. The only exception to this rule
that I can now call to mind was the mar-
riage of the late Mr. Binger, the sewing ma-
chine inventor, whose wife, now the Duchess
de Camposelice, was of English extraction.

Quite a number of American gentlemen
have married French women. Amongthese
may be cited Mr. Robert Coleman, of Phila-
delphia, and Mr. Cornelius Boosevelt, of New
York. The wife of the latter was formerly
Mile. Pierski, the charming soubrette ac-
tress of the Vaudeville Theater.

The most noted match of this kind was
that of the Rev. Henry M. Field, of New
York, who espoused Mlle, Deluzy, the gov-
erness heroine of the ghastly Praslin mur-
der, which is remembered now as one of the
most sensational eases u the
it oconrred over 40 years mrm h‘lf-l
assassination of the Duchess de Praslin by
ber husband and the suiride of the latter,
forming & tissue of horrors not noon to be
obliterated from the public mind.

A FASCINATING WOMAN,

The unha lady, who, as the governess
to the Dneh&”’uhﬂ!mn. found how-
ever innocently, thus mixed up in the de-
tails of this terrible tragedy, at
once and totally irom view. Bhe went fo
New York, and under an assumed name
entered one of the fashionable hl‘nll.ﬂ
French. Her gréat abilities, joited”

rench. er great i tos
sinﬂll:r fascination of mannper,
for her at once the esteem of her
and the affection of her pupils. But after a
time she was recognized and was foreed to
quit the haven of rest. Very shorily afiar-
ward she married Dr. Field, and passed the
remainder of her days in peace and happi-
™ Slile. Delusy was 2ot beentifal, bet she

2. was not u p
was what thl.“,l'mehnﬂ a “‘charmeuse.”’
She was not only very intelligent and &
brilliant conversstionnlist, but was irresist-
ibly fascineting. It was this quality
winning all haarts that aroused the
jealousy of the unfortunate Duchess,
could not bear to see her children so devoted
to their governess to the exclusion, as she
imagined, of her own maternal claims. It
is said that one of the near male relatives

of Dr. Field, on hearing of the

strongly objected to the M‘.?m
you have mt.th;!!td"" wrofe the bride-
groom tleman was
mmm, and i!:at an honr’u-:'enl-
versation he romarked, *“Well, if I were not
alread for

§Ea

to Madrid some 16 years ago,
him a beautiful Spanish bride. His first
wife, Mlile. was of Italisn extrac-
tion though an American by birth.

Mr. Dwight Reid, former Secretary of the
TUnited States Legation at Madrid, married
a ﬂ“‘ Spanish actress.

rs. Humphrey Moore, the beantiful wife
of the deaf and dumb American artiss, is &
Bpanish lady.
A BRILLIANT MARRIAGE,
The most brilliant match ever made by an
MipsTaay my & Rwcan I
aps I may say a - Wis
mnpr:hce g} Mr. Ghl::::’m Perh'ns,’ of New
England, to one of the Spanish Infantas,
the xunddmzhter of Queen Christina by ber

‘second husband, and nieee to the

Isabells. The wedding took place some 20
years ago at Lisbon. It was given with
much state and ceremonial, though it conld
not take rr ace in ahumﬁ. owing to the
heretie 1; nelp{e;’ ot l?: Amerlmﬁh;ida-
groom. I regret to say the marriage not
tura out bappily, or rather prosperously, as
a strong degree of mutuasl affection existed
betweea the young uuﬁe, so that they were
not reslly ushappy spite of all the
changes and chaoces of fortune. Buat they
contrivefl to quarrel with Queen Isabella,
who withdrew the allowanes she had ae-
corded fo her niece; pron.nlnx difficulties
overtook the unhappy pair, and when last I
heard of the Ameri Princess she was
teaching French and music in order to
port her husband and her little children.
Anocther match of that nature that ended
11l was the marriage of Mr, Pierce Butler,
of Philadelphis, to the great Euglish actress,
Miss Fanny Kemble, which took place
many years ago. ady still survives,
laden with vears and with honors, Her
husbhand has long been dead. They were di-
vorced some 40 years ago, owing to a marked
incompatibility of temper, or rather to a too
great similarity of disposition. Both were
itted with very m% tempers, though in
Eiﬁ'ertm. styles. utler was quick and
passionate, and Mr. Butler was coldly
The wife wonld flash out into &
thunderstorm of anger, as quick] a8 it
was ronsed. The husband Iﬂmlcr E::d for
weeks over the cause of quarrel and the
subject of dispute. Moreover, Mr. Butler
was & Bontherner and a slave owner, and
Mrs, Butler was an ardent Abolitionist. It
ia no wonder that their matrimonial diffi-
culties finally culminated in a separation.
NELLIE GRANT'S ENGLISH AUNT.

afrs. Butler, at the time of her marriage,
was not only & great aetress but one of the
most superbly %ﬂnﬁlul women that ever
trod the boards of an American theater.
8he joined to a fine figure and stately bear-
ing the noble Kemble east of countenance,
s dazzling Eoglish complexion of cream
and roses, and great brilliaut dark eves,
while her expressive coontenance wag
shaded with glossy ringlets of dark silken
hair. Sully painted of her just belore her

nmrrhﬁe, an exquisite vignette head, which
is, I believe, mhe possession of an art con-

noissenr of Philadelphia. Two daughters
and one son were born of this union, The
latter died in Paris in his infancy, and was
buried ig Pere La Chaise. Mrs. Butler
after her divoree resumed her maiden name,
and has lived to see her nephew, Algernon
Surtoris, merried to General Grant’s only

daughter.
A good many American tlemen of
note have espoused German ladies, This

was the case of the lite Bayard Taylor, and

with the deceased George Riplev, of Brook
Farm celebrity; Mrs, Ripley was a native

of Sltulgrd]l!.n The first wile of G% late 3:!:
amin wster, Attorney Gen

ing the adwinistratjon of President Arthur,
was also a German lady.

The list of English women married to
American men s very long, and in m
;Extnm very ?x;i]ﬁal. us Co

agruder, son o General,
married an Euglish heiress. Brander lla:i

was an Eogl

PRINCESS BEATICE'S AWFUL THREAT | ce

&l

o ::' of Mr, Matthews,
ehim! .&‘#.‘I'&'.Li o vha welikaows |
P o vyt

-

riea to a ﬁﬁ uro she becomes -:
s:m:amﬁéEgrﬂraﬂm::
or
ach de Gotha, and if is socially ambi-
as is usnally the case with the Ameri-
ean who contrast such s she
into a + leader,
m.ughﬁ,’ﬁ-m .OIH

|
!
U
i

i
15
i
3

sold in Baco Tpesda ad«nnw fuir
snd above board, 1':[‘:0 party “."c'll
young woman and her se

baggage opposite them, thev formed an in-
teresting group, The were
olunu‘dvnup ved. e

B;-yla;? Get these things up t'
m‘
No. WALl rights s

il
£y

g
!
:
g8
-
gEES

children whoss

!
]
F, Par,
2B -
co&imﬂ
PaBa gﬁ% te
REL »l
BLal. G
5§,§5'
c
m'-_-: J
Raliroad Ties of Mahoguay. h
Mexlcan Correspondence Kansas Clty Times)' \
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